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From the
Office
of the
President

My dear Student:

October 12, 1954

A month has passed since you came to the University to begin this scholastic year. Since
then the freshmen have put aside their beanies and have become an integral part of the U. D.
family. The upper-classmen have gone back to their studies assured that the freshmen were

properly initiated. The Homecoming Day came upon us before we knew it and what a
wonderful time it was for all—the parade, the victory over our traditional rival, the banquet
for the alumni and the dance for the students.

Things have quieted down now and with the days of recollection in progress we can think
things out. What of the future?
The purpose of education is primarily to develop the student intellectually, morally,
physically and socially with a view to perfect his personality and to prepare him for his life

in society. I wonder if this purpose is kept in mind by the student as well as by the teaching
staff.
How many of you are “vocation conscious” as you pursue your studies? By that I mean,
how many of you feel that you are called to do something special in life and that your
presence at the University is the immediate preparation for that calling.
Man’s whole existence in life is woven into this pattern of “calling.” He is called into
his very existence by Almighty God; he is called again into a supernatural existence by the
life of grace infused in him through the redemptive power of the sacraments of the Church;
he is called into the companionship of his family and that of his fellow men; he is called
finally to play an important role in this association.
The work of the University is to prepare you immediately for your chosen profession,
technical skills, cultural accomplishments, etc. But in your own mind there must be the

consciousness of being called to these fields for some definite purpose.
This “calling consciousness” will be your support in difficulties, your consolation in disappointments, your success in every enterprise and above all the secret of your happiness both
personal and social.
Have you given this matter the proper thought? Why were you called to your immediate milieu, to the University of Dayton, to the course of studies which you have chosen?

With every best wish for your success during this present year and with personal interest
in your progress, I am

Sincerely yours,
V. Rev. ANDREW L. SEEBOLD, S.M., PH.D.

ALS:mak
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President
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Line up for Battle
by John Edwards

@ We

students

are beginning

another year of college work to
prepare ourselves for the leadership that we must necessarily assume in the years to come, whether we are in the professional or the
business world. Leaders are very

important in all ages but this day

and age needs so many men endowed with greatness of intellect
and remarkable ability of leadership. Civilization is again in jeopardy and it behooves us that we
do not betray our heritage of
Christian truth and culture. From

the time of the Roman emperors
down to our present-day of atheistic rulers enemies of this truth and
culture have attempted to banish
it from the earth.
And who are those enemies today? Men of all types who limit
their horizons to the material
things of life forgetting that man
has spiritual concerns that demand
attention if the hunger for happiness is in any way to be appeased.

Men who expected science would
lead them into a land of ease,
comfort, prosperity and happiness.
Consider how many of the prod-

schools where religion is forbidden by law to be taught. In
some colleges and universities religion is sneered at and God is
regarded as a medieval invention.
Young people today breathe an
atmosphere of moral irresponsibility, hence we have juvenile crime
from murder to narcotics.
Some folks in this land of ours
consider education as the cure all
for our evils. We have more
schools, more teachers and more
buildings than any other country.
And yet this education has not
produced the moral and intellectual leadership that we desire. And

why?

Because it is more than

buildings and large enrollments
and many teachers. It is the molding of the soul of man according
to the principles of our heritage
of Christian truth, it is a search
for that goodness and truth and
beauty that are the reflections of
the eternal Goodness and Truth
and Beauty.

Yes, the enemy from within— is
that secularism, that materialism
that have caused a spiritual decay

Consequent upon this materialistic philosophy of life we can witness the negation and collapse of
moral guides. Men in public life
somehow showa lack of honesty,
truth and justice. Not too many
years ago this decay crept into the
world of sports. With many today
marriage is just a way of living to
satisfy a biological urge. Because
marriage has been robbed of its
primary purpose people no longer
regard its dignity and its nobility,
for marriage was designed by God
to allow men to cooperate with
Him in the creation of human beings. Is it any wonder then that
family life which is the foundation
of our society is so greatly endangered. The numerous divorces
with which our country is afflicted

in the lives of our people. Many

_is a constant reminder of emotion-

ucts of science we enjoy: automo-

biles, television, all the mechanical
aids for the house-wife. Yet they
do not make man happy because
as he becomes immersed in them
he loses sight of the permanent

values like the truths by which
human life must be guided. He
faces the future with fear in his
heart because he might lose his
material possessions and there is
no vestige of Christian truth in his

mind that will enable him to suffer
the loss.

devote themselves largely to ac-

al and moral instability.

quiring money and enjoying life.

Communism is the enemy from

Young Americans are educated in

without. This evil would hold small
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fear for us if the nation rested
securely on those spiritual realities
given it by the founders: the concept of man created in the image
and likeness of God, endowed with
personal dignity and holding from
God inalienable rights. People
should fear Communism because
its philosophy stands for the negation of those foundations on which
our civilization rests, and not because its conquest of us will destroy the economic and social benefits which we enjoy so abundantly.
Communism believes in no God;
it denies moral responsibility. It
holds that the state is the supreme
arbiter of human destiny; it holds
that Communism must win at any
price, even at the price of human
rights and human life. The philosophy of Communism has its roots
in the denial of a personal God.
Here we might strike a strong note
of warning. Officially Russia is an
atheistic nation and we consider
ourselves a Christian nation. But
what kind of a Christian nation
are we? Just about one-half of our
citizens profess no form of religion
and millions of the others disregard God in their daily lives.
We young Americans believe
that our country has the destiny
to stand before the world as a
shining example of attachment to
the spiritual ideas in which the
nation was built: the idea of liberty, the respect for the personal
dignity of man, and man’s Godgiven rights to liberty, life and
happiness.

Now is

our time

of

preparation that we might take our
place in the ranks of those fellow
citizens who are striving to maintain these United States in the role
of exemplar to the nations of the
world. If our nation is to survive
as a Christian nation men of prin-

ciple and integrity must help in

(Turn to Page 22)
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Joey Ran Away
by Carol Sheetz

@ Now who would be ringing
the doorbell at this time of day,
thought Matilda, as she ran the
hot iron over the starched front of
a man’s shirt. You might know —
it never fails — just as soon as I
get a dampened shirt on_ this
board, either the phone or the
doorbell rings. I’m coming, I'm
coming, you don't have to be so
impatient. Matilda hurried through
the front hall, past the parlor, to
the big oak door and opened it.

“I'm sorry, youg man, but I can't
take any laundry today. I’m so piled up now, I'll never get my work

done. You come back tomorrow
and —”

“But, ma’am, I don't have any
laundry, I just —”
different!
“Well now, that’s
What can I do for you?”
“I'm Harry Platt from the Detroit Free Press. Vd like to see Mr.
Simms if he’s home.”

“Mr. Simms is dead. He’s been
dead for almost ten years now.”
“Tm sorry, I didn’t know.”

“You needn't be sorry. No one
else was sorry when he died. ‘Good
riddance. they all said. You see
Mr. Platt, Nathaniel Simms was a
stubborn, mean, old man, and the
town of Cedarville didn’t mourn
him at all.”

“I'm afraid coming all the way
down here from Detroit was just

a wild goose chase now. Mr.
Simms was my only lead.”

“Maybe I can help you. I was
old Nathaniel Simms’ housekeeper
for almost thirty years. Seems like

I was the only person in the whole

town who could put up with his
stubborn, ornery ways. He left me

this house when he died, but the

kin.

Maybe then I could have

stayed on as housekeeper, and not

“Yes, I know where he is, Mrs.
Weeks. Now according to my in-

had all the responsibility.

formation Joseph Dawes was an

I rent

the upstairs bedrooms, but it still
isn’t much of an income. Here I
go, talking on and on, while you
stand out there in the cold. Come
in, and Ill give you some tea. I
knew a lot about Mr. Simms. Maybe I can help you more than you

think.”

“Well, where is he? What’s he
doing? Tell me, Mr. Platt!”
“You

haven't

read

anything

about Joseph Dawes in the newspapers, Mrs. Weeks?”

As she talked, Matlida drew the

young reporter into the house, and

settled him in the parlor while she
made tea. It wasn’t often that she
had any visitors, and so this was
quite an occasion. The dampened
shirt was dry now, and the rest of
her ironing lay in the basket on the
kitchen floor unnoticed as she
bustled about. Matilda loved to
talk, and she didn't often get a
chance to talk to someone so attentive as Mr. Platt.
“Here we are! That didn’t take

long now, did it? Do you like
lemon or cream, Mr. Platt?”

“Land sake, no!

I can’t afford

to get your big city newspaper.
The only paper I ever read is the
Cedarville Editor, and the news in
it is limited to births, marriages,
deaths, and an_ occasional tea

party.”

“Joseph

Dawes

has

had

his

name on the front page of every
big newspaper in the country. His
notoriety has even spread _ to
foreign countries. Mrs. Weeks,
Joseph Dawes is — is a, well, let’s

just say he’s been in the public
eye.

“You don’t say! Well, I'm glad

“Neither, thank you.”
“Sugar, Mr. Platt?”

he really amounted to something.

“Yes, two lumps, Mrs. — Mrs?”

never would, but like I always say

According to old Mr. Simms he

“Mrs. Weeks. Matilda Weeks.
I've lived in Cedarville all my life,

and just about half of that as Mr.
Simms’

housekeeper.

After

my

husband, Andrew, died, I came
here to live and take care of Mr.
Simms. He was always a strange
one, that Mr. Simms. He didn’t
have a friend in the town. My sister didn’t want me to come here,

‘you have to wait and see.’”

“Mrs. Weeks, you must have
been very close to Joseph Dawes
as a boy. Will you tell me what

you can about his home life? What
was he like as a boy? Did he and
his uncle get along?”

“Well now, I don’t know if I
should tell you about that or not.

but like I told her ‘a job is a job.’

I'd tell you anything you wanted

I got along all right with Mr.
Simms; just ignored him when he

Joey, now that’s a different story.

got up on his high-horse.”
“My interest in Mr. Simms is

merely secondary, Mrs. Weeks. My
real reason in coming to see him

was to find out what I could about

upkeep is just about killing me.
Sometimes I wish Mr. Simms’

his nephew, Joseph Dawes.”

lawyer would have located some

where Joseph Dawes is?”
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orphan, and his only living relative was Nathaniel Simms.”

“Joseph

Dawes! — You

to know about old Mr. Simms, but
You see, Mr. Platt, we never talk-

ed much about Joey in this house.

Mr. Simms wasn't very happy
about his coming here to live, and
he never talked about Joey to any-

one. He made him stay around
the house, and never allowed him

know

to play with any of the boys in

the neighborhood. Course, Joey
The Exponent

and I were good friends. Yes, sir,
I guess I was about the only friend

way from New Jersey to Ohio. It’s

Joey had. He was almost like my

was an intelligent boy for such a

own son.
“It’s very important that I find
out about his childhood, Mrs.
Weeks. My editor sent me down

here to get a story, and youre the
only one who can help me now.”

a wonder he ever got here, but he

young one. Yes, I took Joey in
that day, only to have Mr. Simms
try and throw him out.

“I won't have any young tramp
in my house,’ he yelled. ‘Get him
out of here. Send him back where
he came from.’
>?

“What's Joey done that’s made
him so important that you want to
write a story about him in your
newspaper? It must be something

As the years passed, he grew
worse. His business failed, and he
lost friend after friend. He delighted in hurting people, especially children. He would yell and

source.

scream at them if they even so
much as opened his front gate.

“Heavens! Why should I mind?
Isn't he a famous man now? Yes, I
surely am glad to hear that Joey
got somewhere in this world.”

I'll bet you've never met a man
like Nathaniel J. Simms. He was
as stubborn as the day is long.
“Til never forget the day that
Joey came to our front door. There

he stood, thin and pathetic, on the
front steps with a letter in his outstretched hand.

His blond hair

was shaggy, and it kept falling into
his eyes as he talked to me. He was
a sweet child. According to the
letter he had with him, he was an
orphan, just like you said Mr.
Platt. Both his parents were killed

house and opened up his store for
business, but he had changed. He
wasnt the same man. Nathaniel
Simms was like the shadow of

tried to stand by him saying that

have your name connected with
Joseph Dawes, I won't mention my

Old Nathaniel Simms wouldn't admit he was wrong about Joey if
his life depended on it. Mr. Platt,

nally one day he came out of his

he'd snap out of it, but he didn’t.

“Mrs. Weeks, about my story, I

wouldn't have mattered anyway.

himself up in this house for weeks
and wouldn't come out for anyone.
The town thought that the shock
of his wife and son’s death had
left him tetched in the head. Fi-

for being alive. At first his friends

wont print anything you don't
want me to. If youd rather not

Course it’s a shame Mr. Simms
didn’t live to see this day, but it

them. After the funeral, he locked

death itself, morbid and gloomy.
He seemed to hate everyone just

pretty big! Why, you know, I
haven’t seen him for almost fifteen
years. Imagine that! Don't even
know where he lives.”

“Well, —er, Mrs. Weeks, —er,
you see —”

“You see he lost both his wife
and small son in an epidemic. He
blamed the doctor for not saving

“Nathaniel Simms had always
Illustration by Kay DeVol

“I pleaded with Mr. Simms to
let the boy stay. After all he was
only ten years old. He couldn't get
back because there wasn’t any
place for him to go.

““He could help you around the
house, Mr. Simms,’ I told him.

‘You'd be a big help, wouldn't you,
Joey?’
“The boy only nodded his head
at me. Big tears rolled down his
cheeks. He was frightened to death
and I didn’t blame him one bit.”
“Mrs. Weeks, why was Nathaniel Simms so, well, so bitter? Why
did he take a dislike to the boy
before he even knew him?”
“Oh, Mr. Platt, you wouldn't ask

a question like that if you had ever
met Mr. Simms even once. He was

been a stubborn man, but after the
tragedy he was as stubborn as it

is possible to be. Then Joey came,

and Mr. Simms grew even more
stubborn. He wouldn’t allow me

to do anything for the boy.

““Let the boy do it himself, he’d
say. “He’s got to earn his keep in
this house.’

“The poor youngun
mothering,

but

I

needed

didnt

dare

coddle Joey, or even let on like I
liked him in front of Mr. Simms.”

“Did he get along in school, Mrs.
Weeks? Was he ever in any scraps
with the other boys?”
“Oh,
trouble
school,
would

no! Joey never had any
with anyone. He liked
that is, when Mr. Simms
let him go.
Nathaniel

Simms didn’t want Joey to go to
school. He claimed he needed him
around the house, and that the boy

had been thrown clear. Some kind
friends of the family had taken
him in to their home until after
the funeral, but then they decided

old and as you say bitter. He had
let an event in his younger days
eat at him until he was unbearable to live with. He hated everyone, and gradually everyone, even
his friends, began to hate him. He

to send him to live with his great

lived alone in this old house for

school. Oh, what a day that was!

uncle. Imagine! sending a boy of
ten ona train by himself all the

years before I came to work for
him.

I don’t believe I'd ever seen Mr.

in an automobile accident. Joey

October, 1954

had to work to pay for his keep.
“Tll never forget the day a committee from the Board of Education called on Mr. Simms to try to
force him to send the boy to

(Turn to Page 21)
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Call Me Cop

its glory. Tim breathed deep and
took careful aim...
The station house was light and
cheerful, or seemingly so, after

by John Reis

twenty-five years of cold and lonely beats.

There were people to

talk to, things to do, telephones to
e “Keep your nose clean tonight, Rookie. If you have trouble

the first night you're on the beat
alone, youll be pounding pavement so far out in the sticks you'll

think you're out of the country.”
“Okay,

Mallory,

thanks,” Tim

Moore smiled. “I make a telephone check every two hours, just

like you used to do.”
“Right, Rookie. And old Mallory
will be setting at a desk all the
time your arches are falling.” He

sighed contentedly and leaned
back in the swivel chair, “TI still
wish I was young enough to go

with you on that Prince street
beat.”
“You can go, Mallory. Wait until
I get a wheelchair,” laughed Tim,
and ducked out the door amidst a
barrage of shouted imprecations.

of a corner of the building. Tim
reasoned from the gun flashes that
there were at least six of them. His
police whistle wouldn't help —
Prince Street was surrounded on
four sides by the canyon walls of
skycrapers which blocked sound.
Mallory’s advice had been, “When
you get in trouble don't whistle,
telephone.”
But there wasn’t a_ telephone

around,

except in

one of the

houses. All Tim could do was
trust one of the people would be
awakened by gunfire. If only he

had some support. Even Johnny
Paxton and his slingshot. Wait a
minute! What was it Johnny had
said after Mrs. Brooks had tele-

phoned a complaint about him?
“No wonder I get caught, Old lady
Brooks ain't got nothin’ to do but
sit up all night and wait on her

The flashing neon signs magnified the emptiness of three A. M.
The small groceries and pawnshops of Prince Street were all
empty fronts at this hour in the
morning, and Tim Moore's foot-

answer, “Police. Yeah, lady. Yes,
Mrs. Brooks. Yes, Ma’am. But
Johnny couldn't have. I seen him
shipped off to reform school with
‘me own eyes. Yes, Maam. With
a gun? You sure? Ain't they never
heard of the Sullivan Act. Yes,
Ma’am. Be right out. Yes, Ma’am.
Goodbye.”
“With a gun,” Mallory mused,
the telephone receiver still in his
hand. “With a gun. With a gun,
by gosh!” Mallory flipped an intercom, “Get a car,” he yelled, “One

of our guys is in trouble!” Mallory
called the

dispatcher, told him

where to send the nearest squad
car. “I’m going out there too. Get
somebody on the desk.”
“You can’t go out there, Sarge.”
“Who in hell says I can’t?” Mallory demanded. He banged down
the telephone and grabbed his holster, buckling it on as he ran.

The silence was so thick you
could cut it. Tim lay still on the
warm concrete, trying to probe the
the darkness. Three of them lay
near the truck, using it for shelter.
One of them lay halfway between
the truck and the corner of the
grocery, his life bubbling out on

steps rang hollowly on the sidewalk.
The weather was what Mallory
called a “trouble breeder” — hot
and humid. And it may have been
this favored phrase of Mallory’s

the brown pavement in a deep
dyed pool.

that kept one tiny portion of Tim’s

One of them lay dying behind

brain alert. Anyhow his eyes saw
what should not be — someone
breaking the law.

the corner, groaning his life away,
his guts spilled out of his belly
and grasped in stiffening hands.

The blue-black pickup truck was
parked in the entrance of the

locate.

alley next to Grogan’s

But one of them Tim couldn't

Tim started in righteous anger to
make the truck move out of the
no parking zone.

That was why he lay,

hardly breathing, waiting, probing.

Grocery.
Illustration by Ned Ostendorf

drunk husband to come home.’

>

It may have been a thought, a
too solid silence, even an unutter-

ed curse. Something pulled Tim’s

It seemed as if he saw the re-

From where he was lying, Tim

flection on the gun and dove for
cover within the same instant. The

figured the Brooks and Paxton
houses, facing each other, to be

head around.

shot took his hat from his head.

about half a block away. The street

solid like a black oak.

He had his own revolver out and
in action, shooting from the cover

light that young Johnny had ventilated many nights now shone in

brim threw his face in shadow so
that all Tim could see were his

Page 6

There he was. Big and tall and
His hat

The Exponent

burning eyes. The knife thrust and
the shot were like a single thought.
And then the big man was down,
writhing in his death throes. And
Tim was retrieving the knife from
the place where it had been driven
— a crevice in the sidewalk not
two inches from where Tim had
twisted out of the way. Now that
all danger was past Tim shook like

a person with fever.
Tim could hear it in the distance, wailing its message of solid

help. The trio behind the pickup
truck also heard the police car.

With a final flurry of pistol fire,
they piled into the truck. Tim’s
shot caught one of them in the leg.
Just as the truck started forward,
he fell. His leg buckled under him
and he rolled under the truck. The
truck ran the full length of his
body. Tim could hear his bones
snap as they broke and the crunch
of human flesh being squashed.
Just as the wheels of the truck
reached his head, the poor devil
gave an unearthly yell, half human
and half animal. His brains squirted out his skull, like so much
whipped cream out of a squeeze
jar. Amber fluid, red blood, and
grey brains splattered all over Tim,
matting in his hair, spraying on his
hands and face, and soaking his

uniform. Tim tried to step out of
the pool of matter, and his shoes
squashed with each step. He leaned against the wall.

A police car poked its chromed
nose up the alley, one door flying
open. The car halted only long

enough to let Mallory jump out,
gun drawn, and went careening on
down the alley, siren going full

blast.
Mallory holstered his gun and
stood silent.
Tim was being thoroughly and

unashamedly sick. Mallory put an
arm around his shoulder until he
was through.
“What happened, son?” Mallory
asked quietly.

Tim told him all the events of
the evening, winding up with,

(Turn to Page 21)
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Mat
by William Gerald Mertens

e@ About thirty miles from Alexandria, on the edge of the Kisatchie
National Forest Reserve in central
Louisiana, Mathew M. Smith built
a low, wide, and cellarless house

knew how much he loved “Bess.”
All “Gramp” said when he arrived

in typical southern style out of the

on the scene was, “By cracky, I

tall and sweet-smelling pine trees

told the damn fool there wasn’t
any grass over there.”

nearby. That was forty-seven years
ago when “Gramp,” as we call
him, was a young, newly-married
man. He has lived in that house
ever since —still smelling of the
faint, sweet odor of the trees he
once cut. The house is beginning
to look a bit old now, and its owner has begun to droop around the
shoulders in the last few years.
But even today, going on seventythree years of age, “Gramp” stands
six feet and two inches in a lanky
frame.
An ancient, torn, and dilapidated hat, looking very comfortable,
always tops Grandfather's huge
head. His long, powerfully-built
arms extend to large, strong, but

bony overworked hands. A beaten
old hand-made pipe hangs continually between his store-bought
teeth. Hat, pipe, long-worn khaki
trousers which are held by suspenders cut from old innertubes; a
many-times-washed yet still colorful flannel shirt; shoes that would

care. Several of the neighbors had
pulled “Bess” off the road while

waiting for Mat to come. They

I guess everybody had heard of
old Mat Smith mainly because he
could dig one of the best freshwater wells anywhere within forty
miles of Pineville in ten hours at
the most. Of course, he didn’t do
it by himself, but his crew of six
men couldn’t have done it without
his advice and the use of his hand-

operated well-drilling rig. No person doubted that there would be
another good well up on the hill
over yonder when they saw

“Gramp’s” rig jutting forty feet into
the air, and “Gramp” himself
“witching” for water with a green
sapling “witching-stick.”
During the sultry, southern sum-

mers “Gramp” fishes a great deal,
driving his ancient truck back into
the woods where even today’s modern tanks would hesitate to go. No
matter when or where he goes, a
good mass of golden brown perch
adorn the evening table that night.

make a thirty-year army sergeant

To watch “Gramp” eat water-

envious over their evident age —
all these make “Gramp” appear a

melon is a lesson in itself. We who
are inexperienced in such an art
could learn much from him. How
he ever takes such a large, healthy
bite — seeds and all — chews it up
with relish and later spits out the
seeds well cleaned, I'll never know.
Most of us would swallow half the

typical woodsman, farmer, county
roadsman, or small-town_ sheriff
that one might easily find anywhere in the central Lousiana pin-

ey woods.
Easy going — I think is the word
that best describes “Gramp” to a
stranger. Nothing that he cannot
change ever bothers him. He considers everything in a slow, calm,
and thoroughly witty manner.
Once one of his prize cows was
killed crossing the road. Now

“Gramp” loved his four cows and
two calves, calling them each by
name and giving them the best of

seeds and throw away the melon

in using that method.
“Gramp’s’ political inclinations

are null, but he has one good idea
concerning the world’s state of affairs. He decided to talk about it
one day. The subject came up

while we were sitting in his handmade porch chairs (good hickory
(Turn to Page 21)
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Blood Purge - an Ancient Custom
by Donald Gaskill

@ The hall clock is striking
eight o'clock, and as I look around
the study, warm sunlight is filtering in through the open windows;
outside, the whole world seems at

morning, and all would proceed in
flowing ecclesiastical garb, to the
Chapel of Our Lady. The early
morning hours were spent reciting

Matins

and

Lauds.

When

the

peace. Spinning the globe to the

monks left the chapel, all had deep

other side of the world, Vladivostock has been in darkness for
some seven hours, and the sun will

marks on their foreheads resulting
from the intense prostrations they
made. Breakfast brought the first

soon set for the people of Moscow.

orgy of the day, and after a few

In Russia, the period between sunset and sunrise is the time when
the MVD, the Russian Secret Po-

hours, those not too drunk would
repare themselves for the labors
of the day. Meanwhile Ivan would

lice, make their surprise visits to
unsuspecting and horrified fam-

door,

and

a

call,

A-R-R-E-S-T,” means slow doom
to one or more within those
portals.

Some time ago, we were all elec-

in good standing with Ivan, he was

daily newspaper and found that
Laurentia Beria, Chief of the
MVD, had been arrested and executed as a traitor to the Red State.

placed in the palace court with the
Tsar and Oprichnina, there to dine
and make merry until it pleased
the Tsar to purge him because perhaps of the jealous whisperings of
a favorite Oprichnic. It has been

The papers reported that the one
who had ordered the purge of so

many thousands of persons, and

pointed out in Prince of Outlaws

who had invented many of the
fiendish methods of torturing confessions out of both innocent and
guilty, was now taking a long
drink of his own medicine. It is
true that Beria was ruthless in his
directives, but he was by no means

no other than Ivan Grozny, known
to most people as Ivan the Terrible, Tsar of Russia in the sixteenth century.

of day? Many of them remained
right at the palace, too bloated to
do anything, while others formed
bands, and rode out to some distant estate of a boyar, to plunder
and destroy. If he was but a commonplace boyar, the Oprichnina

torturing, or, if he happened to be

trified when we picked up the

the originator of the modern-day

What were the Oprichnina doing all this while to pass the time

dered his household, burning what
they left behind. If the boyar was
one of great importance, he was
brought back a captive to the palace, where he was immediately
sent to the dungeon for extensive

“Order

“blood purge.” The instigator was

ends to the neighboring monasteries, for requiem masses for the
deceased.

usually just killed him and plun-

ilies. Horrified, because a rap at
the

repentant prayer, at the end of

which, he would send large stip-

by Alexis Tolstoy, that once the
Tsar sent his own chalice down the
banquet table to a one-time favor-

ite boyar. The boyar bowed to the

Illustration by Ann Rauch

descend to the dungeons to see
what progress had been made dur-

ing the night in the way of extracting confessions from innocent

Tsar, the Tsar rose and returned
the bow, the boyar tipped the chalice and drained the contents. Immediately the victim fell into a
fit, kicking and struggling in the

pales of death.
The_ descriptions

mentioned

The first

hundred persons would be put to
death during one of these morning

above, when compared with the
modern-day purge, do not coincide in all of their parts, but when
considering the seizure, torture,
and the execution of undesirables,
one is a pretty good replica of the

gather around hima court of some

sessions. After the show was over,
Ivan would always become very

describe all the developments of

six hundred “monks” or Oprich-

remorseful not only for his own

When Ivan the Terrible came to

the throne of Russia in 1533, the
Tsar had little power. The real

ruling power was in the hands of

the nobles or boyars.

thing Ivan did as Tsar was to

boyars. After the visit, he would

appear on his balcony and watch
unarmed, naked men fight nordic

bears. Sometimes as many as three

nina. These monks were of the most

sins, but for the sins of those who

unusual type. Ivan would rouse his

had just been executed. The Tsar

court around four o’clock in the

would then begin a long period of

Page §

other.

We will not attempt to

the blood purge made through the

pages of history, but we will de-

scribe a purge that is probably

(Turn to Page 10)
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The Dublin Dockworker
by John Simons

@ On the second of May in the

to the youngster, removed him

year 1856 there was bom to

from the wine merchants’ firm, and
secured employment where he
worked in Port and Docks Board

Charles and Elizabeth Talbott in
Dublin a son Matthew, one of
twelve children. Shortly after his
birth he was baptized in the Procathedral on Marlborough street,
close to the Talbott’s home. When
it came time for little Matt to go
to school his mother took him to
the large popular Christian Brothers’ school on Richmond street.

He did not make any stir here
with the Brothers; he was not one
of the smarter students, neither
was he the most dull. Occasionally his teacher would send complaints to his parents about Matt's
behavior, but the misdeeds were
not serious. His sisters tell us that
he and his brothers were just
about as mischievous as other lads
of that age and that they were in
constant difficulty with their parents.

When Matt was twelve years
old his father, a man of large family responsibilities, informed him
that he could not keep his son in
school any longer, because there
were many mouths to feed and

they were poor. Matt knew how
to add and substract, to read and
write and the father said that
would be sufficient learning for

the job the boys would get.
His first employment was that

as messenger boy. Conditions did
not improve.

At

Burke’s'

ware-

house Matt had access to wine and
stout; in the new location he saw

plenty of whiskey and evil example.
The workers liked Matt and gave
him whiskey to drink. Mr. Talbott
tried threats, promises, counsel,
everything possible to halt his son
on the road of vice, but to no avail.
Matt noticed that his father was
ashamed of his drinking, consequently he decided to find another
job. He was seventeen. He became a bricklayer’s helper for the
Pemberton Building
Company.
Here his fellow-workers testified
that he was a good laborer, but he
continued to drink heavily. By
Tuesday his weekly wages of the
Saturday before were spent and
than he drank at the expense of
his pals in vice. He borrowed
money for drink, he pawned whatever he had to get money for
drink. One day he pawned his
shoes and came home in his socks.
For sixteen years Matt was a

drunkard who was habitually
drunk if he had the money for
drink. He began using profanity
to support his statements.

Perhaps

merchants. There existed here an
atmosphere of drink with wine and
stout on all sides, and the example

his good religious training in the
Brothers’ school was_ responsible
for his assistance at Mass on Sundays and holydays. He received
the sacraments at widely separated
intervals and the next interval was

of heavy imbibing among his fel-

longer than the preceding one. He

low workers.

remained away from

of a messenger boy for the firm of
Edward and John Burke, wine

Under these condi-

tions Matt began gradually to
drink. The habit grew. One day
about a year after he began working the family saw Matt come
staggering down the street. There
was no doubt about it. Matt was

the

sacra-

ments altogether in the last two or
three years of his sinful life. Frequently excessive drinking leads to
sins of impurity but Matt preserv-

ed his purity and modesty. Per-

drink. When he was sober he
strictly observed the precautions
necessary for purity, therefore his
sisters could proudly say: “Matt

was the purest of creatures.”

This is the picture of Matt Talbott, the dockworker, the slave of
drink, the bad Catholic, and yet
the grace of God changed this sinner into a holy man.

The beginning of Matt’s new
way of life happened in this way.
One week he did not work. The
first days of that period were spent

in the tavern but by the middle of
the week he had no more money.
To him the end of the week was

a horrible time with no money, no
friends and no drink. Saturday
arrived and Matt proceeded to the
factory to meet his cronies as they
came from work, hoping, of
course, that they would treat him.
But they passed him by with a
curt salute. Now he understood,
that they were not his friends
when his pocket was empty. Matt
began to feel ill; he said to himself, “I am going home.” His mother was happy to see him so early
and sober. In a conversation between him and his mother that
afternoon Matt said, “Mother, I
am going to take the pledge.” That
same day in 1884 he went to confession and took the pledge in
the Holy Cross College chapel.
Not confident in himself he took

the pledge for three months. Three
months and no drink: what an
agonizing thought. But another

prodigal had returned to his Fathers house and God’s grace aided

him to carry on for some forty

years (he died in 1925) in his
determination to avoid evil and to
practice virtue.

That first week he assisted at the
five o'clock mass daily and after

drunk. The mother wept tears of

haps his craving for liquor effaced
other cravings. His thirst for drink

shame and sorrow, while the fath-

was never satisfied; he suffered the

of a tavern.

er administered a severe beating

drunkard’s continual longing for

week his old companions came to

October, 1954

work he visited a church instead
At the end of this
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him saying, “Matt, join us in a

drink.” He remembered just one

week ago how they had passed

him by.

He entered the tavern

with them reluctantly, but he entered to conquer. The jolly boys

ordered stout or whiskey, but imagine the surprise on the face of
the men when Matt Talbott, the
man who sold his shoes that he
might get a drink, ordered mineral water. From this time on he
never entered a tavern.

The struggle was difficult. The
thirst for drink racked his body.
“Oh, for a drink to quench this

thirst,” he would say. One day in
a mood of discouragement he said
to his mother, “I can’t stand it any
longer. When the three months
are up I fear that I shall have to
drink again.” After he had taken

the total abstinence pledge the
devil

attempted three

prevent

him

from

times

to

entering

a

church by repelling him from the
door. The fourth time Matt pray-

ed to God and the Blessed Mother;
then he entered the church calmly.
When Matt left his parents’
home he rented a room on Gloucester street.

This room became

a cell for his prayers and penances. He slept on two rough
planks for the rest of his days; he
fasted and abstained. As the years

passed his penances increased in-

four when he would wash, shave
and get ready for mass at five. On
Sundays he would assist at as
many masses as possible by going
from one church to another. He
read learned spiritual books. This
is very surprising because of his
very limited education. One day
when a fellow worker asked how
he was able to understand New-

man’s Apologia, he replied that his
custom was to ask the Holy Spirit
for light to understand books that
he read.
In the last two years of Matt’s
life he suffered from a heart disease, hence he had to endure periods of enforced idleness. He died
on Trinity Sunday June 7, 1925,
and was buried on the feast of
Corpus Christi on June 11 in Glas-

nevin Cemetery in Dublin. The
decree of the Sacred Congregation
of Rites announcing that the
Cause of Matt Talbott’s Beatification

and Canonization

was now

being officially opened, was published in 1947.

(The writer is indebted to the
very interesting biography: Matt
Talbott, Worker and Penitent,
by Golland Trinidade, St. Anthony Guild Press, Paterson,

N. J.)

stead of decreasing. In his cell he

BLOOD PURGE
(Continued from Page 8)

Our Lady told him not to marry.
From

1892 until his death in

1925 Matt worked for the Martin
Company of Dublin, importers of
lumber. Workers began at eight
in the morning and quit at six with
one hour for dinner from one to
two. As a building worker Matt

understood his various duties; as

ment. Someone, apparently being
tortured to the point of expiration

had somehow uttered your name,
and now shivering and cold, you
are sitting in the back of a speed-

ing prison van, destination:

Lub-

yanka Prison. When you had first
entered, you were sure that a guard
would summon you, and the mag-

istrate would say, “Terribly sorry,

someone made a mistake.” No, this

never happens, and after seven
months of waiting, you are finally
summoned for questioning. You are
just a common workingman, and a

sentence of eight years of hard

labor in Siberia is placed on your

head. All this time, you have not
seen your family, and probably
never will, because very few indeed return to their homes after
eight years of hard labor.
Had you been a man of importance, death would have been your
sentence instead of eight years in
the frigid north.
It can be surmised that the

worst part of a purge is the tor-

turing, because the actual execution is simple and quick. You are

marched into the prison yard, a

giant size guard gripping each arm,

while a third stands to the rear and
puts a bullet through the base of
your skull.

practiced complete silence, outside
of his cell he observed silence as
well as he could. He separated
himself from creatures that he
might live a closer life of union
with God. He never married. He
confided to one of his friends that

is real. Tonight you are listed as
a suspect of the Soviet Govern-

taking place right now, at this very
minute.

Taking a glance back into the
past again, it might be interesting
to observe one of the many me-

thods of execution used by Ivan

the Terrible as it is pictured in the

The whole family is asleep. A

Picture History of Russia. A trench

road and stops in front of someone’s house, someone's very near,
because now you faintly hear
rapid footsteps on the sidewalk. All
is quiet again, and then, as if a
charge of dynamite exploded in

was dug before the Tsar’s reviewing stand, and four or five of the
condemned, usually high ranking
military officials, were ordered to
stand in it, while the guards filled
it with dirt. It had been dug to
such a level as to allow just the
prisoners’ heads and necks to re-

on YOUR front door.

main exposed above the graves.
The executioner would then step to

heavy truck lumbers down the

your heart, a loud rapping is heard

You know

what it is, but you call out any-

way, “Who's there?” and the reply

the foreground, sharpen an instru-

comes quick and cold, “Order

ment much resembling our modern-day, scythe, and then one after

Matt lived his life according to

A-R-R-E-S-T.” You hurry to slide
back the bolt, all the time praying
that you will wake from this night-

a strict schedule. He arose at two

mare. You lived it many times be-

and spent the time in prayer till

fore in your dreams, but tonight it

a lumber man he knew the kind
of timber needed for each job.
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another, lop off their heads as
easily as cutting down stalks of
grain in a wheat field.

(Turn to Page 22)
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For Mary - - - In Her Marian Year
THE MOTHER OF
MANKIND
@ The gates of heaven had been
closed and man had made himself

an outcast. Now he must work by

the sweat of his brow for his daily
bread. He would know sorrow and
sickness, suffering and death. But

in his misery, there was still hope
and comfort for God had made

Adam and Eve the promise. He

Her life on earth was finished

nearly two thousand years ago. Yet,

Mary’s message is one of comfort and love. We must heed this

though she died so long ago, she

word if we are to enjoy its reward

is still carrying out her purpose.
Like a perfect mother, she is still
working for her children, still praying for them, still comforting them.
After the death of Christ, Mary
was the comfort and blessing of

the Apostles.

Through her faith

and prayers they were able to keep

the early church on its feet. She

had told them that He would send
the woman who would crush the
head of the serpent, the serpent

was the inspiration, their guide in

who had first led woman astray.

Today the world is again, or perhaps still, in turmoil. But like the
perfect Mother she is, Mary has
not deserted us. It is rather we,
who have deserted her Divine Son,
who have brought about our suf-

Woman had led man astray, but
woman was to be an instrument

in his redemption.

So it has been from the beginning. There have been many famous women in history, some good,
some bad. Each has left her mark
on the world, but none has been so
famous, none so good and none
left so great an impression on mankind as Mary, the Mother of Christ,
our Saviour.

time of trial and tribulation.

world and raised him nearly two
thousand years ago. She was with
Him when He worked His first

miracle and shared His joys and
sorrows

throughout

His _ three

years of public administration. She
stood beneath the cross when He
died, she held Him in her arms
when they took Him down from
the cross. She was with Him always, through every trial and tribulation. Mary, more than any other
woman carried out her purpose in
life; she more than any other deserved her eternal reward.
October, 1954

other. So it is only natural to assume that this message she brings
is one that will lead us on the
right way.
Mary has not asked us to suffer
the anguish that she suffered, nor
the physical pain that her Divine
Son endured. She has not asked
anything too difficult for man to
achieve, but rather that which he
could best carry out. There must
be sacrifice and prayer and there
will be sorrow. But always she
has promised to be with us, guiding, inspiring, comforting and loving each and every one of us.
Mary has set us the perfect exto her and her Divine Son that we
are worthy to be called her children. Our purpose must be to
strive always for the goal which
has been set for us and to follow
her perfect example in this striving.
—MarGARET HALEY.

Mary was to serve her purpose by

Mary brought Christ into the

who pleased God more than any

ample. Now it is up to us to prove

Mary was born into the world
with the same purpose that every
other woman is born. To know
and love God, to serve Him and
be happy with Him in eternity.
becoming the Mother of the Son
of this same God. She was to be
an instrument in the redemption
of man.

of peace. She is a fellow human
who achieved her final goal in life
in a perfect way. She is proof of
what man must be. Next to her
Divine Son, she is the one person

ferings. We have sinned time and
again, even though we have been
warned of the dire consequences.
We have caused our Blessed Lady
and her Divine Son untold heartbreak and sorrow.
Yet, they-have not given up in
desperation. In His infinite mercy,
God has sent the Blessed Virgin to
comfort and bring hope to a world
grown weary of wars and suffering. Even as she came once before
to give birth to the Redeemer of

AT MARY’S FEET
®@ Hot tears wanted so to stream

down her face —tears that couldnt show just now. Peg bit her bot-

tom lip, then urged the corners of
her mouth upward. “Only two
more blocks to home, then you
may cry all you want.”
The events of the last ten min-

utes tumbled and raged through
her mind. She had gotten off the

bus in an atmosphere of quiet. No
wonder, after two weary hours of

mankind, so again she is trying to | last minute bits for Mr. Harrison
bring forth peace and joy into the

world.

to

her

credit.

But

then,

why

(Turn to Page 22)
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OH EVENING STAR
Oh evening star!
Sumptuous jewel, carefully placed
Into a most simple setting,
Which the cooling hue of the twilight sky
Provides to display your splendour.
Oh evening star!
Lone wanderer, leisurely retracing
The familiar star-sprayed pathway,
While with your quiet mood of contentment
You halt hurried humanity.
Oh evening star!
Faithful companion of the mind, wearied
By the onerous cares of day;
A mere glance, and you soothe feverish eyes
With all your celestial charm.
Oh evening star!
Silent melody, filling saddened hearts
With sweet tones to dim all harsh earthly noises
And sing out in endless echoes.
—IRMI RAUCH.
&

t

aS

SIGNPOSTS
The mornings are nippy
—with
frost on the lawn.
The evenings get longer
—we have
a late dawn.
Leaves turn to burnished red

and yellow —
It’s time to get your rake out, fella!
Storm doors go up, and screen

doors come down.
Such bustle is seen all o’er
the town.

Snow shovels and ice skates may
be premature,
But with Fall here
— Winter’s
on its way for sure!
—CAROL SHEETZ
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RUGGED FOR INDIVIDUALISTS
The average age is thirty-two
The average height, five-ten.
The average couple’s married, and
The average males are men.
Their children should be half and half,
Three and a third at most;
They in turn will marry, too,
Or so the pollsters boast.
She will wear her hair in bangs;
He a Stetson hat.
He will be a little lean;
She a little fat.
They will have a car, a home,
(The mortgage is unpaid,)
He will be a liberal sort;
She will be quite staid.
They’ll mostly live in cities, towns,
Except one or the other
Who choose to stay and run the farm,
(They live there with her mother.)
He will work for someone else,
(I find it hard to see;
If this would always be the case
Who’d own the factory?)

They’ll have a complex, to be sure,
Or some subconscious urge.
Neither trusts the other far;
They both would like to splurge.
She has worked, but not for long,
Or may be working still
To pay the bills his daily wage
Didn’t — Can’t — not will.
And Kinsey states they are unchaste,
Adulterers at least!
For him it’s twice; for her but once,
(Unless the rate’s increased.)
They’re digits, commas, decimals
To those who run the polls
Without a thought they’re sold and bought,
Despite their priceless souls!
—ROBERT MCAULIFFE.

The Exponent

hes Bie

ARGOSY A LA PAPER CLIP
@ Once upon a time there was

a little paper clip, newly manufactured, whose name was Oswald.
This was no ordinary paper clip;

Oswald typified the destiny of the
most

distinguished

paper

Oswald’s vocation lay in the
work of fastening a business report
together. He enjoyed the trips, the
handling, and the limelight in the
various excursions which, he heard,
were termed “business.”

clips

One day Oswald became lost.

since time immemorial. Oswald’s
existence started in a factory the

He had fallen from the table on
which he was resting, and so, he
spent a week hopelessly hidden behind one of the legs of a conference table. A whirring sound
awoke him one morning, and he
found himself whirled into a vacuum cleaner. It was dirty and

day a huge coil of wire started to

unroll on the assembly line and
become cut into five-inch lengths.
This “prime matter” was rushed to

a big machine which twisted the
wires into the well-known shape
of sparkling silver paper clips ...
Oswald was born!
Oswald was interned in a small

box with about twenty other paper
clips just like himself. They all
started to make each other’s acquaintance and settle down to a
common life in their little box. Oswald was amazed at the different
personalities of his compatriots.
There was that clip, Hugo, who

was slightly twisted out of shape

and

continually

bumping

into

people when passing. There were
also the Siamese triplets . . . real
characters. Somehow they had become entangled in packing, and so,

the three paper clips, Joe, Mo, and
Flo, by name, were always seen
together with various outlandish
postures.

stuffy in there, and he didn't like

fairy-land hue for this newly-wedded pair. Oswald and Henrietta
were walking in the clouds.
Unfortunately, the fates ordained tragedy for this ill-fated duo.
All the metal attracted in the dis-

posal plant was to be put into a
furnace and melted. The last seen
of Oswald and Henrietta was a

glimpse of a paper clip and bobby

pin linked together falling hand in
hand to their flaming end.
Reader, weep not, because Oswald and Henrietta live again. In

every paper clip you use there may

be a bit of Oswald; in every bobby
pin you see, Henrietta may be

it. He didn’t have much of a wait
in that environment because he
was shaken out with the rest of
the debris into a newspaper and
deposited in an ashcan.

true paper clip. In the future may

When Oswald again could find
his bearings he realized that he

paper clip that passes your finger-

was in a disposal plant. He was
being separated from the other
non-metallic rubbish by a powerful
magnet. He suddenly found himself rubbing shoulders with all
kinds and species of metal. All at

once, from nowhere, a coquettish
little bobby pin popped right next
to him. He looked at her and she
looked at him
. . love at first
sight! Her name was Henrietta,
and she had everything a bobby

present. Who knows?
And so, dear reader, here told is
the birth, life, and death of a
you appreciate more fully each
tips.

—DOoNALD BRADLEY.

*
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SECOND BEST
@ “Hurrah!”

“Hurrah!”

“Hail

the champion.” These enthusiastic
shouts and cheers always greet the
victor.

But what greets the man who

almost won?

Occasionally it is,

Soon the box of paper clips that

pin ought to possess — tenderness,
fragility, and big black eyes. They

“Nice try,” or “Tough luck.” More

enclosed Oswald and his friends

became hooked to each other, and

was sold. One by one his friends
were taken from the box and disappeared into the mysterious outside world. Finally the day came
when it was Oswald’s turn to go.
He tearfully bade adieu to his

after the banns had been proclaim-

much more loundly and distinctly,
that which for one fan expresses
his disappointment in the runner-

ed for the prescribed time, they

became paper clip and bobby pin

often it is that which speaks so

up’s ability or performance, that

forever. The marriage was beau-

which speaks of anothers

sym-

tiful. All the hunks of metal in the

pathy and understanding,

that

vicinity wished them happiness.

which shouts the disinterested ob-

plucked forever from his home and

All the most distinguished nuts,
bolts, and screws were present at

formance,

companions.

the festivities.

remaining

confreres
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and

was

Life took on the

server's casual dismissal of his perthat which announces

(Turn to Page 21)
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Hammer-Head on the Loose

the beach. Now I had to get the
fish off the bottom. This would

be by pumping the fish. Let me
explain this pumping action. It is

by Jim Westerkamp
e@ I was standing in the surf
with the waves lapping around my

legs. It was just after sundown,
but there was still a tint of orange
in the horizon. My dad, a friend
of ours, Pete by name, and I
were standing with our rods in
our hands as we patiently waited
for the sharks to start worrying
our baits. We had been fishing
for shark for the last few days,
and as our luck had been on the
good side we had decided to try
this same place on Pass-a-grille
Beach. Our catch to date had included sharks of various species

and sizes, but all had averaged
around fifty pounds apiece. We
knew there were larger fish in these
waters, for we had seen them.

Long, dark shadows gliding beneath the surface, setting up slight
ripples as their fins cut through
the water. These sharks that went

done by hauling back on the rod

head. The mullet is a salt-water
bait fish which accumulates in
great quantity along the gulf coast.
Well, I impaled the head on my
hook and cast once more out into
the darkness of the surf. I had

just settled down and was watching Pete administer the “coup-degrace’ to his fish, when something

less and mumbling mildly to my-

my line. Every fisherman wants a

ping, this fish just kept going. This
took me by surprise and I did a

know what kind of a fish it is it

very foolish thing. Instead of
keeping the rod tip high and let-

ting the fish play against the
springy action of the rod tip, I

lowered the rod and attempted to
stop the fish by applying pressure
with my thumb to the reel spool.
My thumb made contact with the

and species on the other end of
fish like this. When you don’t
arouses in you a suspicion, a suspicion so great that you must land

the fish to satisfy your curiosity. I
was stumped. I knew I couldn't
reel in the line so all I could do

would be to back up the beach
and drag the fish in. I clamped
down hard on the rod and started

back, the people giving way as I
edged back. Surprisingly enough
the fish offered no resistance. I

had gone nearly one hundred yards
up the beach when the fish broke
water in close to shore. From
where I was I couldn’t distinguish
it. Pete walked out into the water
with the gaff-hook and the fish
was soon beached. I relaxed for a
moment and then took off to see
what I had caught. When I reached the crowd all I heard was the
“oohs” and “aahs.” Well might
they react this way for the fish

beach behind us lay three smail
sharks, all caught by Pete and
Dad. Even though I had come
down to the beach two hours
ahead of the others I as yet hadn't

had a strike. I was fed up and
was muttering silently to myself
when I heard the unmistakable
click-click of Pete’s reel as another
fish had taken his bait. Dad and

that lay there in the sand was a

I quickly reeled in our lines and

Illustration by Pete O’Bryan

sat back to watch Pete beach his
fish, which he did after a short

line and I jerked my hand back
in pain and surprise.

The line

slipping off the reel spool at such

A small crowd had_ gathered,

a fast clip had cut right through

attracted by our lanterns. They all

my thumb. I had to cool the reel

rushed down to the surf to watch
Pete beach his fish which tumed

off so I submerged it in the water.
This action must have had some

out to be a small black-tipped
shark. I decided to give it one

effect on the fish, for he stopped
and sounded.

more try, and as there was just

had been waiting for.

one piece of bait left it looked as

emerged the rod from the water
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had been stripped on the initial
run of the fish. I stood there help-

away with it. I applied pressure

A breeze that drifted across the
water caused goose pimples to
erupt all over my body.and a cold
shiver ran up my spine. On the

the night. The bait was a mullet’s

ed but when I went to reel I

couldn’t. Every gear in the reel

to the rod and set the hook solidly
in the fish. But instead of stop-

upward of one hundred pounds

if we were just about to quit for

makes another run. Well, I pump-

self. Here I was with a wrecked
reel and a fish of unknown weight

picked up my bait and ran straight

were what we were after.

battle.

and quickly lowering it, at the
same time reeling in the line gained. This procedure goes on until
you either beach your fish or he

This was what I
I quickly

slick, full bodied, hammer-head
shark, a fish noted for its strong
and fast runs. This was a beauti-

ful specimen, all six feet of him.
We estimated his weight as around

eighty-five pounds. That estimate
wasnt far off for he weighed in

at eighty-three pounds.

I had almost been “skunked” for
the first time in all my fishing

career, but had been saved by

the gullible appetite of this magnificant fish.

We quit fishing and

went home, everybody feeling

and clamped down hard on the

great after a good night’s fishing

rod and started backing toward

for Elasmobranchii.
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THE NEW LOOK IN THE
EDUCATION DIVISION

ty-five to fifty clock hours of observation must be fulfilled before one

@ The other day an upperclassman approached the education of-

may qualify for student teaching
(effective for the first-year students as of this semester). Some

fice and asked the conversational
question
— “What’s new?” A. barrage of answers was expelled to
this simple inquiry like warm coke
from a well-shaken bottle. This un-

suspecting soul immediately was
informed that four new faculty
members have been added to the
staff. Dr. Simon Chavez, who has
been chief educational consultant
to the U.S. Air Force and demonstration teacher at Eastern Oregon
College, La Grande, Oregon, is

now an assistant professor of ed-

ucation. Mr. Francis J. Hennessey

has joined the faculty as an instructor in education after receiving his masters degree from Boston College, Massachusetts. Bro-

ther Joseph Panzer, S.M., who was
granted a doctorate by Fordham
this spring, has returned to U. D.
to work with the education division.

The education staff of last year
was certainly anticipating “what's

new” because they created the po-

sition of Coordinator of Field Experiences. Miss Alma Ruhmschus-

sel, who has accepted this respon-

sibility, will handle the necessary

arrangements for education stu-

dents at U.D. to observe in the
classrooms of the city and county
public and parochial schools. In
addition to the theory and profes-

sional training received during the
lecture period, it is considered

necessary that the education student observe actual classroom ex-

periences. A requirement of twenOctober, 1954

of this special credit time may be
acquired by supervising young
people in recreational or social ser-

meet the needs of any potential
teacher. The remainder of the
room is segmented to form a large
library room, a seminar room and
a visual aids room. The shelves
in the library will contain text

books used in Dayton’s public and
parochial schools plus supplemen-

vice activities or by substitute

tary reading material pertinent to

teaching.

students of education. The visual

With this new program, Miss

aids room supplies storage space
for

equipment

and

film

strips

Ruhmschussel guarantees the student an opportunity to become

which will enrich learning experi-

aware of the various cultural and
economic backgrounds existing in

perience. A display case, to be
situated in the new library lobby,

the school system, plus the integrated activities at each grade level
which promote the plan of educating the whole person. Following the classroom observation, an

evaluation and brief report pre-

pared by the student shall be returned to the education office to
be filed as part of the permanent
record.

Miss Ruhmschussel became interested in this program while directing a summer workshop at
U.D. on the teaching of health.
She is the former supervisor of
health and physical education in
the Dayton public schools. You
may contact her in the education
office on Tuesday afternoon or
Thursday morning.
Now by this time our questioning friend was breathless, so we
retired to C 202 to uncover the

plans for the new curriculum library. The old axiom—divide and

conquer—certainly proves true in
this case. The division of C 202
produced a new classroom fashioned with large blackboards, bulletin

boards and shelves designed to

ences and furnish background ex-

will attract attention to the vari-

ous projects developed in methods
and experimental classes. A parttime staff consisting of a secretary
and librarian will handle the mechanics of the new addition.
Our now informed friend turned

slowly and walked away mutter-

ing “and all I said was...” But
can you blame us for boasting
about the new look in the education division?

O Lord of learning and of learners, we are at best but blunderers
in this God-like business of teach-

ing. We have been content to be
merchants of dead yesterdays when
we should have been guides into
unborn tomorrows.
We_ have
schooled our students to be clever
competitors in the world as it is

when we should have been help-

ing them to become creative co-

operators in the making of the
world as it ought to be.
—Glenn Frank
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KNOW YOUR COUNCILMAN —
ATTEND COUNCIL MEETINGS
@ One of the largest votes in the history of the
University of Dayton was recorded in the class and
council elections last May. This is certainly indicative
of the fact that students on the hill have come to
take an active interest in, and recognize their vital
role in the affairs of their class and in student government itself.
Not only was it a very encouraging sight to witness so many U. D. men and women exercising their
right to cast their ballots; it is only by and through
such student expression that we will be able in the
future to elect capable and enthusiastic men and
women to fill our class and student council posts.
It becomes so very evident that if we are to
continue in our endeavor to conduct democratic and
representative government here on our campus, we
must never “sell short” or refuse to recognize the
all-important desires of the student body. The student’s voice and the expression of his desires regarding his social and academic life at U.D., is the
principle policy and goal the student council must
endeavor to execute and successfully fulfill.
It is a rare occasion on a college or university
campus when a zealous and lively-interested body
of young men and women are selected by their fellow
students to occupy seats in student council. This year
at U. D. we have a council which has dedicated itself
entirely to the cause of the student body.
Obviously, the student, if he desires prompt
action on his recommendations, must take it upon
himself to express his views to the man or woman

representing him in council. Occasions will undoubtedly present themselves when student opinion will
be solicited by respective councilmen, but if such is
not the case, it becomes the sole responsibility of
the student to seek his councilman and confide in
him.

A close relationship between student and student

to good legislation. Students will actually see, by
their faithful attendance at weekly council meetings,
their student council in action.

Knowing that his fellow students are actively
interested in the affairs of their class and of the
university as a whole, the councilman, on the other

hand, will be motivated and inspired to do his job
well.
Two and two still add up to four.

We know

that the intentions of the newly-elected council are
the best and that every member has dedicated himself to the service of his class. It is now the job of
the remainder of the class to prove their interest to

the people they elected.
It will require much more than the efforts of a
handful of councilmen to make the 1954-1955 school
year one of marked accomplishment. It will require
the honest and undivided effort of each student,
who, working together with his neighbor and_ his
council representative, can bring about a year of
academic, spiritual and social success.
Attend your student council meetings religiously.
They are ultimately designed “by and for” the student body. Only by your participation at these
weekly meetings can you gain the knowledge of
student affairs you should have and only by such
participation can you fulfill your obligation to yourself, your classmates and your school.

TRIBUTE TO BOB WOOD
U. D.’s “MR. PARADE”
@ When our thoughts were again turned to
Homecoming and the activities of the fall season and
when we suddenly found ourselves in the midst of
preparing a float for the second annual parade in
U. D.’s one-hundred-fifth history, we could not help
but call to mind and solicit the assistance of such
a pioneer of this special event as Robert F. “Bob”

Wood, now one of the alumni.

council representative is a guarantee for a more

Not only has Bob supervised last year’s and this

pleasant year for both parties concerned. The stu-

year’s presentations in such a way as to make them

dent will understand more fully that his voice in

a topic of discussion throughout the Gem City, he

student government is appreciated and indispensable

has set a precedent and has demonstrated to every
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U. D. student the true value of leadership and wellplanned organization.

guarantee you many moments of laughter and joy.
Your most important task is that of learning to

accept the few hardships with the many periods of

By and through his tactful, congenial manner
and business dealings he has been able to gain the
confidence and cooperation of individual students,
campus clubs and organizations, the university fac-

ious goal, that of attaining a higher education and

ulty in its entirety and more than all, the civic off-

making a place for yourselves in life.

cials of Dayton.
Today, even though he is technically no longer
a member of the University of Dayton student body,
Bob Wood again offered his assistance and advice to
insure another successful presentation to the popu-

lace of Dayton.
To us this is sufficient proof that his interests
still lie, as they always will, with the University of

Dayton and the students who attend it. This fact
becomes even more evident to us when we reflect
on the magnificiant job he has done with U. D.’s

newest and finest group of marching coeds, the Flyerettes. It is Bob Wood who initiated the idea and
the plans for this marching unit and it is he who has
worked diligently with them for weeks until they
attained the perfection they now enjoy.

encouragement during the next four years.

You must never let yourselves forget your ser-

From Brother George W. Nagel, dean of Business Administration and a real friend to all of us
who are part of the U. D. family, we received the
following scripture text from the Book of Proverbs.
It is one of his favorites and he has recited it to
more than one student on the occasion of grade
deficiencies, either for the mid-term or semester
period.
Freshmen read it well, and resolve now that
because of sincere application to your work and an
honest endeavor on your part, you will never give
your respective dean occasion to summon you and
say unto you:

In the presentation of our 1954 Homecoming
parade and the “Flyerettes” to our city and to the

“Because I have called and you refused to listen;
I stretched out my hand and there was none that
regarded. You have despised all my counsel, and
have neglected my reprehensions. I also will laugh
at your destruction, and will mock when that shall

public in general, we could not help but feel we had

come to you which you feared. When sudden calam-

nothing to fear with Bob at the reins.

ity shall fall on you, and destruction, as a tempest,

All of us sincerely hope that in the years to
come the student body will be fortunate enough to
have a man like Bob Wood on their side —one so
vitally interested in the affairs of the student body
and the university.
He is a “big” man who is never too “big” to be
understanding toward the problems of the people
who work with him and for him. He is a man who

shall be at hand; when tribulations and distress shall
come upon you; then shall they call upon me and
I will not hear: they shall rise in the morning and

shall not find me, because they have hated instruction and received not the fear of the Lord, nor con-

sented to my counsel, but despised all my reproof.”
(Prov. 1: 24-29)
Let this small bit of wisdom be your guide

has demonstrated a pattern of life and of manage-

throughout your days at U. D.

ment for all of us to follow.

Allow the advice of your dean to “sink in” and
make an impression on your mind. Your dean is

He is a man whose name seems to be so very
synonymous with “success” to all of us on the hill
who have had the pleasure of being associated with

him in some way over the years.
A WORD TO THE WISE AND
THE FRESHMEN
@ You,

the freshman class are entering the

noble institution of your choice. Whatever your field
of endeavor, if you enter it with the proper attitude

and the accompanying good will, your years at the
University of Dayton will be enjoyable ones.
Like in so many other fields, there will be times

when the sledding will seem rough, but we can
October, 1954

behind his desk to aid you in every way possible.
Along with your other instructors he will give you
the tools and the materials with which to build the

foundation for your future life. He will instruct you
on how to use these materials well. Only you and
you alone will be held responsible for the manner
in which these tools are employed.
Call on your dean when you need him, but
never give him occasion to call you and reprimand

you because you deviated from the policy of the
university.

We wish you every success and happiness in
your days ahead as part of the U. D. family.
—Ep. FLYNN.
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AN INVITATION
WANTED: Co-eds who like to write. No experience necessary. Must be able to meet deadlines ...

(or face a frantic editor). No salary. Your pay is in

pleasure reading your contributions in the U.D.
Exponent’s “Co-eds Corner’! This is your chance,
girls. We are looking for new faces and talent. See
me here at school, or just pass the word around that

youd like to write, and WE'LL FIND YOU!!!

Everybody's welcome. Hurry, hurry, hurry.

—A. F.

DEAR GIRLS,
e@ Annually it is my privilege to greet all of you

through the women’s pages of The Exponent, On
Tuesday, October 19, I shall be able to speak with
many of you individually whom I have not yet had
the opportunity to greet, for that is the occasion of
the C. W.O. Punch Hour in honor of the freshmen
and transfer co-eds.
If you are new to the University of Dayton, the
C.W.O. stands for the Central Women’s Organization, our feminine student government group, which
deals specifically with coed activities and lends sup-

port to the Student Council. As individuals you can
be of great aid to the C. W.O. governing board by
cooperating with its members if and when they call
on you and by offering suggestions. Very soon
freshmen coeds will elect their class representatives
to sit on this board with the following members
who were chosen last May: Senior, Patricia Falke;

as necessary. Those girls who are interested in seeing
sample jackets and color swatches are asked to call
at the office. Although Physical Education majors have
been wearing blazers for several years, this is the

first that any U.D. coed may obtain a blazer bearing the school’s crest. You have many reasons to be

proud of your University of Dayton, and wearing
her insignia is one of the ways in which you may
exhibit that pride.
According to statistics published last year by the
National Catholic Education Association, there are

just thirty-nine coeducational institutions among the
one hundred ninety-two Catholic colleges in the country. Of the thirty-seven thousand four hundred sixtyseven women students registered in Catholic colleges
last year, four thousand six hundred thirty-one, or
twelve per cent, were enrolled in Catholic coeducational schools. You U.D. coeds belong to this
group. With the majority of you calling the Miami
Valley home, you are decidedly privileged to have
available the benefits of coeducation on the homefront in an institution with such admirable aims as
the University of Dayton. If you are hazy regarding

those aims, you may review them in their clearly
worded statement in the University’s catalogue.
The office of the Dean of Women exists to help
women students toward discovering and attaining
those aims. It will be my personal pleasure to aid
you individually and collectively in that respect. Do
not hesitate to call on me.
Sincerely yours,
R. KATHLEEN WHETRO

(Dean of Women)

junior, Jacqueline Macbeth (first coed to serve two
consecutive years on the board); sophomore, Joanne
Stueve; public relations representative, Marjorie Butler, also a sophomore.

As we travel about campus this fall, we see some
of our girls proudly wearing the U. D. blazers which

they had ordered last spring. Soon others will join

SAND IN MY SHOES
@ There’s just nothing like traveling, I’ve always
said, and now I’m convinced of it. And, to me, there’s

no place on earth as wonderful as Mexico.

them as a second order has gone to the manufacturer.

Mexico has everything, but first and foremost to

Throughout the year I shall send additional orders

me are the people. Hundreds of faces come into my
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thoughts —friendly, smiling, black-eyed, generous
faces belonging to courteous, helpful, humorous, in-

veteran, already. Since Betty was just starting the

telligent, religious people. They played the biggest

first grade, quite naturally she was all question. To
every inquiry, Bill was eager to reply, and Betty

part in making Mexico so wonderful to me.

accepted his explanation without the slightest doubt.

But, how could I forget the hundreds of other
things that I loved about this, our neighbor country?
. . . the thrilling bullfights with the crowd shouting
“Ole, ole”; the bargaining and the arguing; the “libres”
and second-class busses, complete with chickens, etc.;
the silver shops; the pyramids; the immense markets

Bill was wearing new shoes, too, which incidentally, had just been properly initiated with a scuffmark on one of the toes. He also had new, navy-blue
trousers, a “brand-new” shirt, and a big tie “just like

. .. (Oh, that pineapple! ); the Cathedral; the Spanish
language; the monuments I climbed; the National
University Summer School; the wonderful climate;
Sanborn’s and the many other fine restaurants; my
fifteen-cent orchid corsage from the Floating Gardens
at Xochimilco; accidently seeing William O’Dwyer
and Diego Rivera; the Sierra Madres; the eighteen
thousand-feet snow-capped volcanoes from the window of the plane; the moon on the Ocean; our landlady. All this and so much more! that I never could
or would forget! ! !
Yep, I got sand in my shoes all right — right from
the beach at Acapulco, I know — and when that happens, as the saying goes, one always returns to that
place. Here’s hoping it works for me. Viva Mexico.
—ANNE FLYNN.

FIRST DAY

(A short short story)
@ The leaves on the trees, steeped in golden
sunlight during the balmy summer days, were transfigured now, into delightful hues of red, yellow, and
brown. September was here with her annual new
dress from Mother Nature, only slightly different from
last year’s frock.
Little Betty's eyes sparkled with joy and anticipation as she skipped along in her new shoes and her
very-yellow, new dress. She was the personification
of a just-bloomed goldenrod with the morning’s dew
still clinging to its petals. As she waited for Bill at
the commer, the sunbeams danced in her lovely blonde
curls.
This was the momentous, long-awaited day — the

first day of school! Bill felt a sensation of proudness
and protectiveness as he took little Betty’s hand and

escorted her at the crosswalk. After all, he had
promised Betty's mother that he would help Betty
go across the streets on the way to school.

Daddy wears”.
As they entered the schoolyard, the chatter of
all the little voices, simultaneously, sounded like
dozens of magpies. Bill recognized some of his friends

and stopped to add to the musical din; Betty, standing nearby, remained curiously silent while absorb-

ing every word they exchanged.
After the bell had rung, they all went into the
building. Betty was thrilled to find that she had such
a nice teacher; she listened attentively and avidly
recorded everything in her suddenly-expanding, little
mind.
All too soon the end of the day arrived.

Bill

waited for his little neighbor at the steps and Betty,
so excited, was anxiously telling him about her wonderful new experience. But alas, she said the wrong
thing when she announced that she knew just as
much about school as he. His man-size ego dropped
to zero and he certainly displayed this drop in his

expression. Seeing this, Betty said soothingly, “Well,
maybe I only know half as much as you, then.”
Then all was wonderful again; hand-in-hand they
continued their walk home from the first day.
—ANN MILLs.

RANDOM REMARKS
(Continued from Page 20)
insight, more background, and that peculiar attribute,

called here, for want of a better term, “taste.”
Irving Babbit tells us that “taste” is achieved only

when the critic . . . “refers to creative expression and
his impression of it to some standard set above both.”
Today the function of criticism remains the same

Bill lived on the same block as Betty and both
were attending the same school. Although Bill was

ing us that the true and the beautiful, rather than

only a third-grader he felt as though he were a

the ugly and false, are good.

October, 1954

as it has always been —to hold high the lamp, show-
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by J. Matthew Haley

1. Originality; 2, Profundity, and

CRITICISM AND
PERSONAL OPINION

seem to lean heavily on impres-

3. Interest.

sionism.

the critic’s expression of opinion

The factor of originality is essential, as is readily seen. A writer
whose plot is a string of cliches is
likely to take some critical abuse.
Outright plagarism on the other
hand, .. . but that’s another sub-

because no two people think the

ject.

The danger here seems to be
that personal taste is being used to
supplant erudition. When Igor
Stravinsky presented his “Rite of
Spring” in Paris in 1898, the audience held its peace until about
eight bars had been played. Then
the scene degenerated into something resembling a session of a

@ The act of criticism has been
described as a repetition of the
creative act of genius. Again it
has been described as judgment of

the art. Many people disregard
same way about anything. “I don't
care what Brooks Atkinson thought
about it, I liked it.” Still others

may point out the fact that Bach’s
music wasn’t accepted until many

years after his death. The people
who were supposed to know didn’t
understand his music, which is to-

day revered as the most basic and
profound of western harmonies.
The important thing to remember
is that Bach was good when it was
written, good today, and good forever, even if through some vagary
of human opinion it should fall
into disfavor.
The intrinsic worth of any intended work of art doesn’t whip
around like a weathervane in the
troubled air of opinion and judgment.
No, it remains steady
throughout. The contraditory readings we get from prominent observers only serve to point out the
fallibility of the human intellect.
Whether or not a would-be masterpiece is praised or damned by the
critics doesn’t prove or disprove
its worth. But it’s a good bet that
their majority opinion is not far
wrong.
The criteria or yardsticks of criticism should be explored. Barry

Ulanov, editor and leading light of
METRONOME, anda

jazz critic

Profundity is hard to see, admittedly. Is a comedy, light and full
of fun, as great a work as a well-

done tragedy? (all other things being equal). The difference seems
to be that, while the humor may

the Stravinsky-ites defended their
position with fists.

it’s a fragile flower lacking univer-

maintained

sal appeal. Some of Shakespeare's
best comic licks just don’t make it
today. Evidently it is hard to be
profoundly funny.
Interest — ah now we come to
the crux of the problem! Interest
to whom? Why the critic, of
course. The other two factors of
originality and profundity are

no

The critics

aloof

demeanor.

Next day saw their remarks published. Their critiques of Stravinsky's new work contained such
tender phrases as . . . . “animal
noises’... . “typical Russian barbarism.”
Here we see critics ostensibly
qualified to observe and evaluate,
allowing their personal prejudices

pretty arbitrary, but now personal

to outweigh the classic ideal. They

opinion and prejudice rear their
oft-maligned heads.

were frankly anti-Russian and
couldn't or wouldn’t appreciate the

Just as it is necessary to acquire
a taste for olives or beer, so is it
necessary to acquire an ear for
music or an eye for ballet. On one
end of the stick we have the classic
concepts of the art, on the other

sky’s work.

we find personal taste—somewhere

superb pyrotechnics

of Stravin-

An extreme example? Of course.
But it shows the shortcomings of
impressionism. Anatole France de-

scribed the critic not as a judge
imposing sentence, but as a sensi-

in between lies intelligent criticism.

tive soul detailing his “adventures
among masterpieces.”

In criticism the battles between
the academians or classicists and

To express the sensations one
feels in the examination of a work
of art is the function of a trul

the impressionists have been going
on for ages. Today we find the

that he looks for three factors in a
jazz performance which hold true

mostly

for all art.

while
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short of breaking out placards inscribed “IGOR GO HOME,” while

be incisive and very entertaining,

impressionists holding the whip
hand. In fact classical criticism is

of no mean proportions, has said

South American parliament. The
anti-Stravinsky faction stopped just

confined

the

better

to

universities,

known

critics

impressionistic critic. The objective analization is the function of

the classic critic. We can see that
this

objectivily

requires

greater

(Turn to Page 19)

The Exponent

the police, because if I did, he

JOEY
(Continued from Page 5)

said he would have them take Joey

to a reform school when they found

Simms so angry as he was that
day. His reasons for keeping the

him. Well, I certainly didn’t want

boy out of school were utter nonsense. But do you know, he had
that committee sitting back on
their heels, eatin’ in every word.
After about an hour of arguing,
they meekly left the house. Just
couldn't win against a man like
Nathaniel Simms!

Oh; but I prayed to God to watch
over Joey. — He must have done

“Joey stayed at home all the
time after that.

He never went

back to school, and the only times

he got away from the house were
when he was sent on errands. Poor
child! My heart just fairly ached

for him. He was so lonely and un-

happy. I did everything I could

for the boy, mind you, but it wasnt very much.
“Nearly broke my heart when
Joey ran away. — I wanted to go
after him and bring him back, but
Mr. Simms wouldn’t let me. He
was glad to be rid of him. He
never liked the boy; never even

tried to.”
“Joey ran away, Mrs. Weeks? I
didn’t know that. I thought he
hadn’t left his uncle’s home until
he was much older, and then with
his uncle’s permission.”

“No! No! Joey ran away! — Such
a little boy, all alone and frightened. — Oh! I’m sure Nathaniel
Simms is paying for his actions,
now. — He was the cause of it! —
It was because of him that Joey
left me. Joey wouldn't have left
me, I know it, if Mr. Simms hadn't

threatened to send him to jail. —
He wasn't a bad boy, Mr. Platt.
Joey wouldn't have taken the money if he hadn't needed it for something important. Old Mr. Simms,
the miser, should have given it to
him anyway. — I never forgave
Nathaniel Simms for what he did
that day.”
“Did you ever hear from Joey
after that, Mrs. Weeks?”

“No, I never did. — As I said
before, Mr. Platt, I wanted to find

Joey, but Mr. Simms wouldn't
have it. He warned me not to call
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that to happen, so I just kept still.

a good job too, seein’ as how Joey’s
become a famous man now.”

“Mrs. Weeks — Mrs. Weeks —
Joey isn’t what you think! He’s —”
“Why, whatever do you mean!

>>

“I mean that Joseph Dawes is
not a famous, respectable man.

“Taint no sense in all that damn
dilly dallying around they're doin’
over there!”
His use of the adjective “damn”

can impart a feeling of joviality or
anger, depending on how much
that solitary blue eye twinkles. He
uses the word quite often, but I’ve
never heard him say anything
stronger than this — despite the
fact that he has no religion whatsoever. He believes in a man’s
hard labor to keep his family to-

gether with that band of unity,
viz., happiness.

My grandfather

I'm afraid the little Joey you knew

believes in happiness more than

has turned into a gangster. In fact

anything else in the world.

— Mrs. Weeks — Joseph Dawes
was tried and convicted — of
MURDER! — He dies tomorrow
night — in the electric chair.”

BREVITIES
(Continued from Page 13)

CALL ME COP
(Continued from Page 7)

“I remembered what you said,
‘When you get in trouble — don't
whistle, telephone.’”
Mallory smiled, “Well, you got it
almost right, Rookie. WhatI real-

ly said was to whistle and not
bother to telephone. Those skyscrapers over there will bounce the
sound damn near to the precinct
station.”
“You mean I did the wrong

the runner-up’s own disappointment and dejection, that awkward
silence.

Who stops to think that for every
winner there is a loser and that
for every champion there is a second-best? Who realizes that the
performance of the latter is direct-

ly responsible for the performance

of the champion? Who stops to
think that if the winner breaks an
existing record that the man who
pushes him all the way often
breaks the same record? Isn’t this,

thing, Mallory?” Tim asked.

then, ample reason to praise the

Mallory took a long look at the
four bodies strewn about the pave-

beaten by one man to mean the
difference between obscurity and

ment, “Well, you might say you

fame for the one who puts forth
such a noble effort even in defeat.

did the wrong thing, but,” he smiled, “you sure did it at the right
time!”

MAT
(Continued from Page 7)

wood and burlap sacks) watching
the cars pass on the road in blazing southern heat. I asked him
what he thought of the world situation. Taking a long pull on his

one who almost won?

Is being

Let us offer praise and tribute
in recognition of a man’s accomplishments and not for his winning. Sometimes he who narrowly

misses victory puts forth greater
effort,

and

accomplishes

more

with less, than does the winner.

Recognition of a champion is appropriate and necessary to spur

the younger aspirants onward to
greater heights. Equally encouraging to these future champions

pipe in a_ reflective manner,
“Gramp” turned suddenly toward

would be genuine admiration for

me with a twinkle in the blue of

relation to the potentiality which

his only eye.

a competitor's accomplishments in
he possesses.
Page 21

As Birdie Tebbets, the manager
of the Cincinnati “Reds” ball team

him and Tom Payne. Peg tried in
vain to change the subject of her

so aptly summed it up when he
gave his theory on the type of
players he wanted on his team, “I

thoughts. Ellen had dared her to
spend the evening doing something
exciting. The voices continued

would rather have the player who

laughing and talking, scarcely au-

has only seventy-five percent ability but who gives

one-hundred

percent of it in an effort to win, in

preference to a player with one-

hundred percent ability, but who
gives forth only seventy-five percent of that ability.”
After all, when a person does
everything in his power to win,
there is nothing more to ask or to
be expected of him.

—Joun Hanrpin.

dible. Her name was mentioned!
“Yeah, Tom said that Peg Bratton
was different than what he had
thought her to be. He'd heard she
was some real pious female. But,
oh-h man, when she’s out!”
The last sip of chocolate shake
had nearly choked Peg. Too well
she realized love meant more than
she had made it that night. Like
a whipped pup, startled, angry at
herself, at everyone, and ashamed,
she had crawled from the booth

and disappeared in the cold, grey
evening.

FOR MARY
(Continued from Page 11)
should this bother her? It didn't.
Her Bob was back, back for two
wonderful weeks. “Hon,” he had
written, “There’s nothing going to
stop that phone from ringing at

eight-thirty-five,
train gets
four.”

excepting

in later

than

the
eight-

Mom had been excited, too,
when she had called home not to
save dinner. Dad thought he was
all right, too. Seemed like this was
the first time all the likes of the
family had been satisfied. But,
oh-h, if he should ever hear!
What a wreck a few words could
make of one!

She recalled again how she had
entered Leader’s Corner Drug and
ordered a chocolate milk shake.
Jaebo was very talkative as he concocted

his

special.

Think—that’s

what she had wanted to do. “Say,
Jaebo, think I'll retire to the shadows tonight—kind of dreamy you
know.”
Halfway

through

the

shake,

voices on the other side of the

As if without thought, Peg now
turned in at the side door of Holy
Family Church. Without feeling
she genuflected toward the Divine
Guest, then dropped on a kneeler
near the entrance. Tears did not
come, not even words — just shame

and sick, disgusted feelings.

Peg

raised her eyes to rest them upon
the Immaculate Mother. The pale
blue lights of the votive candles
brightened the cove. “Oh, Blessed
Mother, you are without stain.
How can you sympathize with anyone who has these feelings—these
feelings of remorse—reserved for
sinners only!
I know so many think nothing of
it, but I know better.
With eyes still very dry, Peg
gazed at the feet of the statue.
Feet — feet — feet — FEET! That’s
it!
Blessed Mother, look how
friendly you were to Mary Magdalen. You treated her just as if she
was always the purest of creatures.
She was truly sorry because she
had “hurt” God. That is why she
continued to live so close to Jesus.
Sure, others knew she had done
wrong and yet she was truly sorry
so didn’t care what creatures
thought of her. Oh, Blessed Moth-

high booths had begun to intrude
upon her musings. They were familiar. Sure, now it dawned on
her. It was Bill Gross’s_ voice.

feeling — for sinners only.

Three weeks ago she and Ellen had

Jesus I'm sorry because I love

come home from the dance with

Him.

og
Page
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er, you know how to treat this
Tell

Tears

Thanks,
loads.

moistened Peg’s_ eyes.
dear Mother. Thanks

—SiIsTER Louise Marig, S.P.S.F.

LINE UP FOR BATTLE
(Continued from Page 3)
the cause of government, education, entertainment, writing and
leadership in the business world.
While in college we must strive
arduously to acquire the correct
angle from which to pass judgments on the happenings of today
and the philosophy of life behind
those happenings.
Armed with this Christian philosophy which is our heritage from
the University of Dayton let us go
forth on a new crusade to reestablish Christian principles in
the minds of men that our Christian civilization may be preserved
from those enemies from within
and without that threaten it. God
grant that we all become the kind
of leaders that our University desires us to be.

BLOOD PURGE
(Continued from Page 10)
By this time the reader should
have a pretty good idea of what is
meant by the blood purges. In the
final analysis, the purge is a familiar instrument of ruling in Russia,
and has been in use for many hundreds of years. Ivan Grozny used
it, Stalin used it when he was just
one of a triumvirate ruling Russia,
and just recently it has again be-

come a topic of discussion. Although the average Russian fears it
personally, he does not become
alarmed when it is used on others.
The head of the History Department of the University of Dayton

when expounding on this aspect
of Russian History and Culture

said that modern-day Russians are
just children living back in the fif-

teenth century; they simply havent grown up.
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This Month in Council
by Jack Ditzel
SEPTEMBER 23 MEETING

© A letter was submitted to Fr.
Collins by a Student Council representative requesting different
seating in the Fieldhouse for the
student body. If this plan is
acknowledged, the new seats will
accommodate well over a thousand
students.
Jim Crowley submitted a charter
requesting the establishment of a
Pennsylvania Club. It shall be
known as the Keystone Club. A
group has been formed to make up
a constitution, which will be presented at a later date to the Council.
All of us know what parking
problems exist on campus. A committee of Tod Egan and Bob Daley are investigating these conditions with hopes of improving
them.
The Student Council was ap-

proached as to what could be done
about those students with financial
difficulties. The question was then
brought before the faculty and a
successful remedy was_ brought
about.
A list of dances was submitted
for the coming semester. It is as
follows:
Oct. 15—Flyers Hangar
17—Flyers Hangar
30—Monogram Club
31—Flyers Hangar

Nov. 14—Flyers Hangar

to this list will be posted in the
March issue of the Exponent.
SEPTEMBER 28 MEETING

In regard to the request to Fr.

Jackie MacBeth and Marilyn Stich.
It was a wonderful campaign and
everyone went all out for their
candidates.
The Homecoming Parade, as
usual, was a huge success, thanks
to the work of all. Some of the
ones in charge were: Bob Wood,
Tod Egan, Bill Thesing, Steve
Stewart, Eddie Flynn, Dick Meinhold and Dick Litzing .. .As al-

the new bleacher section (west
side) in the Fieldhouse as their
section.
October 29 is the date set for the
annual St. Elizabeth Nurse’s dance.
It was suggested at the Student
Council Meeting that the passing
of others in line at the new cafeteria will be permissible if they
are delaying the normal movement
of the lunch line.

ROSTER OF STUDENT
COUNCIL MEMBERS
1954-1955 School Year
Rev. Fr. Charles J. Hoffstetter,
S.M., Faculty Moderator
SENIOR CLASS REPRESENTATIVES
TO COUNCIL

James R. Thompson, Council
President, Marion, Ohio
Robert E. Daley, Dayton

Edward F. Flynn, Dayton
James E. Haggerty, Sayre, Pa.
Patricia A. Russell, Dayton
Stephen K. Stewart, Trenton, N. J.
JUNIOR CLASS REPRESENTATIVES

Edward T. Egan, Dayton
Anthony J. Krystofik, Dayton
Robert P. Schuhmann, Louisville,
Ky.

William J. Thesing, Dayton
Jacquelyn J. MacBeth, Dayton

(50-50
)
28—Flyers Hangar

SOPHOMORE CLASS REPRESENTATIVES

(Pershing Rifles
)
12—Flyers Hangar
Jan.

9—Flyers Hangar

Feb.

6—Flyers Hangar
20—Flyers Hangar

All Flyers Hangar dances will be
held at the Loretto. A supplement
October, 1954

Tom Dwyer, and last but not least
Mugsy McGraw.
The choice of the Homecoming
Candidates was outstanding this
year. Sara King and Joan Nolan;
Marcia Gabriel and Joyce Nieman,
Joan Moore and Molly Moore,

Collins, the students were given

20—Home Economics Dance

Dec. 10—Christmas Ball

KAMPUS KUT-UPS

(Continued from Page 24)
Byme, Mary Rayke, Tom Geary,

David E. King, Cleveland, Ohio
Richard A. Heinhold,
Williamsville, N. Y.
FRESHMAN CLASS REPRESENTATIVES
To be elected.

ways, the 1954 Homecoming Dance
at Lakeside wasa lot of fun. Music
was provided by Ray Eberle.
Thanks to Jim Haggarty and crew
for the decorations. We express

our deepest sympathy

for

the

Cleveland Boys for the
lousy
showing of the Cleveland Indians
in the World’s Series. The Series
was enjoyed by all in the S.U.B.
via TV.
While all the boys were watching the Series, Shirley Bockroth
was running around looking at all
the labels on the boy’s shirts. She
has a list of fifty guys’ names, in
case you are interested. What’s
with Shirley, are you a textile major? Bud Simons thought he had
a blowout in the Arcade. It turned

out to be only two Caps. Keep
your eyes peeled, because your
Kampus Kut-Up reporters will be
watching you in the Arcade S.U.B.,
Women’s

Lounge, _ parties

and

dances. Watch out what you say,
because next month you may be
our guest. Until later, we are packing our shovels to dig up some
more gossip.
2

e

e

Here’s

A real invite
For you to write.
Cheers!
If you’ve the wit
To give a bit.
The Poetry Page
c/o The Exponent Campus Post Office
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WANPUS UTE RS
@ Welcome back to everyone,
especially to the new Freshmen
and transfer students. It’s getting
so that it takes fifteen minutes to
elbow your way through the Arcade, alias Smoke Valley. Seriously tho’ we sincerely hope that

everyone has a very successful year
at U. D.
A new orientation program for
the Freshmen was successful in it’s
attempt to make the Freshmen feel
at home. The only things Bill Sanders left out were tours to the
monument. Dick Meinhold, Dave
King, Don Weiss were rushing to
interview the girls, or should we
say
—just rushing. The Freshmen
didn’t have much trouble finding
Kramer's, due to the orientation
program.
Freshmen initiation was held in
front of the U.D. Library. How
did the Hershey bars taste girls?
We don’t know about the Frosh
but the Sophomores had a BA LL.
Following tug-o-wars, potato
races, charcoal and the like, a Pep
Rally was held. It was good to
have the Campus alive again after
the long summer.
The Howdy Hop was held at the
Carousel Room and was sponsored

by the Juniors. Some of these seen
were Judy Bucher, Bobby Payne,
Marilyn Mahlmeister, Jim Rule,
Bill Thompson, Al Carlini, Joyce
Nieman, Pa
Seemers, A. B.
Clem, Schuman and Company,
serving refreshments. As usual, the
Howdy Hop was crowded and
was a huge success. The Freshman Welcome Dance at Lakeside
was even bigger and better than

previous years. Some upper classmen seen there were Armand Mar-

tino, Sally Payne, Bill Thesing,
Joanie Moore, Ned Auble and Kay
Ganther,

Carol

Sweetman,

Oecesbeck,

Nadine

Tuck Nyham, Jim
Carmen.
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Schmid

Molly Moore were King and
Queen.
Has anyone seen the
“Lindbergh Baby” in town lately?

If you have report to the organizer

John (one eye) Prosser! . .. the
Youngstown “cat.”

It looks as if the Kimberly mines
have been working overtime. Here

a red tie!). Things aren't the same
without the Monogram Members
around the parties. Some of the
ones missed are: Jack Muldowney,
Don Chontos, Jim Katcavage,
Johnnie Bettinger, Paul Dacey,
Chuck Guida, Jim Ducato, Jim
DeFabio.

are just a few of the lucky people:

Is Tod Egan really a confirmed

Karen Munn and Jim Thompson,
Jim Stafford and Carmen Ventura,

bachelor? Come on, girls, here‘s
your big chance. This O.S.U. crowd

Shirley Rosenkrantz and Vinnie
Datz, Pat Gavin and Jim Madden,

is out in left field. Ask Connie
Masten. Oh, well, at least she’s
got her Jeepster . . . if nothing
else! ! !

Bill Barlow and Mary Lynn Sachs,

Pat Schorsch and Al, Jim Kennedy
and Georgeanne Schwartz.
Think of the party the M’s
could have had if only Dodo Bird
could say, “B. H. A.” The Democratic Club was the scene of the
Cleveland Club’s party.
Lynn
Leary, Sharon Dymond, Shirley
Bockroth, Hubie, Sally Brown, Kay
Neuman, Jim Thompson, Karen
Munn, Anita Beacham, Delsanter,

Peggy Powers, Gene Joseph, Artie
“Hollywood” Bigelow, Ned Perotti
were some who caught the BOMB
THROWING action. Jim Martin
must be quite an attraction. His
first love, Ann Carmac, transferred
from Mount St. Joe to U. D. to be
with him this year. Nice to have
you, Ann.
LATEST NEWS FLASHES —
We hear Pat Falke is interested in
Pepsi-Cola, Florida. Rita Kinsella
thinks that all that glitters is not
gold at Fort Knox. When is Steve
Driscoll going to lend Al his

Charcoal suit (of course, he needs

eae

Steve (Siggie) Stewart and
Jeannie Graul seem to be shying
away from the jewelry stores and
diamond crowd. Kathy Jardine
must be hibernating. Or could it
be that she is holding out for her

(little one)?
Letty Roll is giving the boys at
the pool tables in the $.U.B. competition. Anne Flynn was perturbat Eddie. Would it happen to be
about losing Coeds’ Corner? We
hear that Howard Pang is getting
to be quite the casanova with the
girls. When is Joan Brennan going
to wear the shirt she won at the
picnic last year?
Al Carlini and Tony had a big
blast after the John Carroll game.
Betty Maribeto, Betty Miller, Hank
Kirshe, Gasper Parrino, Larry Pinto, Gar Ball, and Mutts all joined
in on the fun.
Hats off to the Flyerettes! Their
premier was really great. The hard

work and practice has paid off.
Rita Hoefler and Bob Wood have
done a terrific job, and everyone
is clamoring to see these girls
again.

We miss a lot of the old familiar

Russ

faces:
Finke,

Bob
Montgomery, Bob
Charlene Daumn, Ellen

and

Spang,

Kathleen

Stafford and

Adolf Montgomery and

Ganther,

Katie

Monahan, Mary Lou Becker, Bill
(Turn to Page 23)
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View of downtown Dayton at night

and how it started.
TERESA WRIGHT says: “Up to 16, my knowledge of
acting had been gleaned from seeing movies. When I saw
my first professional play, that was it: I only wanted
to act. I got into high school plays, wrestled props at
Provincetown, understudied, sat for months in
producers’ reception rooms. One rainy night, sick with
a cold, I read for a good role, and got it!”

<=

" Geveral years ago,
| found out Camels have

the most delightful
flavor and milduess of
ayCigarette. Try

Camels and you'll be
as enthusiastic as | | "

-3

START SMOKING CAMELS YOURSELF!
Make the 30-day Camel mildness
test. Smoke only Camels for 30
days — see for yourself why Camels’
cool mildness and rich flavor
agree with more people than
any other cigarette!

SUCCESS STORY:

Mildnedd,

Camels — now more than ever
the nationwide favorite cigarette!

AGREE WITH MORE PEOPLE THAN ANY OTHER CIGARETTE

